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Wandering over the world,
I come to thy land :
I am a guest at thy door, thou Stranger.
Some days afterwards I heard some one singing
along the road :
How does that unknown bird fly to and from the cage ?
Could I but catch it, I would put the chain of my thoughts
round its feet.
I saw that the Baul song said the same thing. At
times the strange bird comes to the closed cage, and
speaks a word of the limitless and the unknown ?
What but the tune of a song could express the
coming and going of the strange bird ?
These passages from the confession-book
of the lyrist are very suggestive, when one
can still recall the haunting tunes to which he
used occasionally to sing his songs when he was
in this country. In listening to them, one was
impressed by the evident power of their spell
over the singer. They induced the mood, the
atmosphere, the rhythmical life, which the song
seemed to require.
If then we test these songs of The Gardener
by the tests of the music and the imagination
that have gone to their making, we find they
maintain that sensation of things realised